THE    GREEN   EDGE   OF   ASIA

From the end of the procession I made my way
forward again past the empty palanquin bearing the
cottage enlargement, past a group of hired mourners
robed in sage-green brocades of imperial mandarins
of the third class, past a cluster of young male
relatives mounted on shaggy Mongol ponies and
turned out in every style of dress from traditional
indigo gown and black silk jacket to trousers, collar,
and tie, and soft hat; until I came to a group of the
strangest effigies, seven or eight feet tall, set on low
wheeled platforms, each drawn by a pair of little
boys. The effigies, wearing top-boots and paper
crowns, were dressed in tinsel-bordered draperies of
magenta and green, and they came into view in twos
and threes as I neared the head of the procession at
last. Fascinated by the strange creatures, I was about
to use my camera upon them when to my dismay I
discovered that I should need to change a film. I
began to hurry through this operation. In the middle
of it I found myself hampered by a face peering from
a distance of some six inches, first at the dismembered
camera and then at me. It belonged to a policeman.
Ignoring my smiling invitation to give me room, he
fired a question at me, to which I could only shrug.
While he repeated it, and added others in rapid suc-
cession, I completed the change of film, and still
smiling blandly stepped forward to the procession.
He followed.